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To your Dew taste the poet of tliis day

"Was by a friend advised to form his play.

Had Valentin!, musically coy,

Shunned Phsedra's arms and scorned the proffered joy

It had not moved your wonder to have seen

An eunuch fly from an enamoured queen:

How would it please should she in English speak,

And could Hippolitus reply in Greek !

But he, a stranger to your modish way,

By your old rules must stand or fall to-day,

And hopes you will your foreign taste command,

To bear, for once, with what you understand.
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I.

PREPAKE the hallowed strain, my muse,

Thy softest sounds, and sweetest numbers choose;

The bright Cecilia's praise rehearse,

In warbling words, and gliding verse,

That smoothly run into a song,

And gently die away, and melt upon the tongue.

II.

First let the sprightly violin
The joyful melody begin,

And none of all her strings be mute;
"While the sharp jsound and shriller lay,
In sweet harmonious notes decay,

Softened and mellowed by the flute.

1 The flute that sweetly can complain,

Dissolve the frozen nymph's disdain;

Panting sympathy impart,

Till she partake her lover's smart.

CHOKUS.

III.

Next let the solemn organ join
Religious airs and strains divine,
Such as may lift us to the skies,
And set all heaven before our eyes:

^l The four last lines of the second and third stanzas were added by M*